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One 


Author's Notes: 
Again, because it was fun 


Well hey, you back again? 

Just can't get enough of the dick, can you? 

So what can | interest you in today? 

Yeah kid, always good to keep them interested. Now get back to your plant. Had to buy him a real one, you 
know. Ever since that redheaded floozy told him the other was fake it just wasn't the same. He would just look 
at it and pout. And when the kid pouts, you know it. 


Got a set of lips on him that Mick Jagger would kill for. 


Yeah yeah, | know, don't bring up the redhead. Not that it took much to bring him up, if | recall 


And | always recall. 

Except when | get through the first time. 
So, where was |? 

Right, at the beginning. 


| was sitting in my office. Just like | do every day. It wasn't lunchtime yet, and I'd had a big breakfast. Fried 


eggs, potatoes, spinach and sausage to be exact. 
What kid? 


Hey, don't knock it till you've tried it. Some of the things I've seen you put in your mouth are pretty 
disgusting. 


Like that redhead. 


| was back to passing the time in my second favorite way. l'd given another shot to the first, but when the 
judge saw me back, let's just say it wasn't a happy reunion. 


Plus, the ceiling was looking a little rough, needed a few more pieces of popcorn. 

The kid was writing a letter. 

The letter "A". 

He'd been working on for a couple of hours, he almost had it in fact, when the door opened. 

It was back. 

And on my wood so fast | barely got my pants out of the way. 

| had forgotten to drop them off at the dry cleaner's that morning. 

It never failed to amaze me how many positions that blonde could get into. 

Something told me that the Karma Sutra would be child's play next to the way he rode my wood, 
What's that, kid? Oh. Well. Its a book 


Yeah, it has pictures. 


The kind of pictures your mother would wash your eyes out with soap for looking at. 

Yeah, worse than those ones. 

And what are you doing checking out my private bathroom reading material anyway? 

| just buy ‘em for the interviews anyway. 

So, where..knock it off kid, or I'm gonna give you something to laugh about. 

Like your paycheck. 

Now. 

Where was |? 

Oh, right. 

The cheap blonde hanging off my wood like it was a tree and he was a squirrel trying to gather my nuts. 
Or any nuts. 

He didn't seem to be picky. 

The other one was with him. 

Not the bushy haired one, but the other. 

The maid. 

Out of uniform today | said. 

He works naked, said the blonde, getting up on his knees and trying to entice me into a game of leapfrog. 
Took everything | had not to ask where he kept the feather duster. 

So | had to ask what brought them to my little corner of Hamburg. 

Well, not really a corner since the building was in the middle of the block, but you know what | mean 


Turns out they walked. 


They missed the bus and the only taxi they saw wouldn't let the blonde ride on the hood. 
| offered them a seat. 

The blonde tried to take mine. 

And | was still in it. 

The maid said he didn't want to sit, seems he was having a pain. 

Hey kid, its not nice to laugh at other people's misery. One day you could have a pain like his. 
Just write your letter. 

When you get done that, we'll try "B". 

Turns out that was their problem. The pain 

The blonde wanted to know where it was coming from and the maid wouldn't talk. 
| asked him what did he want from me, did he expect me to beat it out of him. 

| thought | was going to have to give the blonde oxygen. 

Come to think of it, the maid didn't look too unhappy with the idea 

So | asked them what they wanted me to do. 

The blonde pulled out a list. 

Most of the things on there were enough to get me arrested again 

Ended up that we decided | was going to have to keep an eye on the maid. 
Twenty four hour surveillance. 

He'd never be out of my sight. 

This would be the kid's first time. 

His first tail 


And what man doesn't remember that? 


| remember my first tail like it was yesterday. 
It was a damn good tail too, lasted for two days. 
Fell asleep right after it was over. 

But that's neither here nor there. 


So, we agreed that me and the kid would start that night. | told them my fee. They must have been short of 
cash because the blonde offered to take it out in trade. | asked what he had worth trading. 


A horsey ride? 

Not me. The only horse | ride is on the merry go round. 

He must have really liked to go horsey riding, he even offered to let me use his spurs. 
And his chaps. 

| had to decline. 

Horsey rides don't pay the rent. 

And they don't keep me in Pringles. 

| told him the kid might like a horsey ride though. 

But they better have a big horse. 

So they left, leaving me to deal with another of the kid's laugh attacks. 
If he keeps it up, I'm going to consult a specialist. 

Or rent him out to a television studio for their laugh track. 


So, after the kid finished his letter, | sent him home to get some rest. You have to be sharp when it comes to 
tail. You fall asleep and you might never get an offer for more. 


Told him meet me back here around nine. 


He was late. 


Told me that he forgot to set his clock. 

Kid, | told him, you always gotta be on time for tail. 

He said he'd remember that. 

Somehow | doubted he would. 

See, the kid's not like me. He doesn't have the same kind of mind | do. 
Mine's like a..a.. 

Well, you know what | mean, 


So off we went, to pick up our tail. The bushy haired one wasn't home, so the blonde opened the door. He could 
drape himself on any kind of wood. I'd be willing to bet they spent a lot of time picking splinters out of him. 


He led us upstairs. He wanted me to wait in his room, but | told him | needed to be where the tail was. 
Kid, get it under control. One day I'm going to have to do something about him. 

Soon. 

So we positioned ourselves. 

There wasn't much room in the closet, so the kid had to get on his knees. 

He ended up doing some knob polishing to keep himself awake. 

| gotta say, the kid does a hell of a job. 

He polishes knobs better than anyone | know. 

All of a sudden we heard a noise. 


Not a big bang, or even a little one. This was more of a quiet shriek like you hear on a cold morning when you 


open your car door and the hinges are frozen Or a door that needs oiled. 
A shadow crept into the room. You could tell it was creeping because of the way it was walking. 
Slow. 


Careful. 


Like it didn't want to be caught. 
It crept to the bed where the maid was sleeping. 


The way it was checking the blankets | though maybe it had come to tuck him in, but from what I'd seen he 
was already pretty well tucked. 


Then it got kind of hard to see. 

The kid wanted to turn on a light, but | told him we couldn't. 
Mainly because | couldn't find the switch. 

What happened next, well it's not for the faint of heart. 
And | had to cover the kid's eyes. 

Now I've had a few horsey rides. 

Played a few games of leapfrog even 

But never naked. 

All of a sudden the door burst open. 

Well, not really burst. It didn't explode. 

But it opened fast and it opened hard. 

And the blonde found the light: 

And there they were. 

Bushy hair and the maid. 

And lemme tell you, if | though the kid was good at knob polishing, the maid was a master. 
And it wasn't the feather duster that he was carrying. 


Long story short, | grabbed the kid and hauled him out of there, stopping long enough to get the check from 
the blonde. 


Turns out the bushy haired one was the cause of the maid's pain 
And no matter how ugly the outcome, you gotta get paid. 

So, another case solved. 

All because of good tail 

Only problem is, the blonde? 

Well, now he's keeps striking poses on my wood and trying to get me to go for that ride. 
And turns out, he doesn't have a horse. 

Go figure. 

But once again, another case closed, another satisfied client. 
That's the way | am. | always make sure they're satisfied. 
Because I'm Michael Weikath. 


Private Dick. 


